AFTER   EVEREST
she correctly diagnosed the situation before we reached
port, but my obligation was discharged and my honour
satisfied—though not in a particularly honourable way.
At last we came to Madras, where I bought a Ford car
and departed for Neyyoor, There had been a large break-
fast, with the usual decorations and Welcome Meeting, all
ready for me, but owing to the car, I arrived a day late.
I therefore came in beneath a bedraggled triumphal arch,
inscribed—
ELCOME TO OUR D CTOR
to find that the party had ended and the curtain rung down
on Hamlet without that person's appearance on the stage.
Dr. and Mrs. Pugh were very kind hosts for several
months—in fact, until the empty, eighty-year-old bungalow
which was to be my home had been refurnished and made
ready for my occupation. This huge edifice, erected at a
time when the European in India liked to spread himself
and to live in a large, bare, and uncomfortable house, was
completely devoid of furniture. I therefore had the rather
pleasing job of designing, and getting local carpenters to
make, every stick of furniture the house was to contain.
To a lover of art such as I, this was one of the jollier side-
shows, and provided ample employment for my scanty
hours of relaxation. In a few months the large house
became a comfortable home. I cannot help feeling now
that it is a terrible mistake that a man who leaves home,
and goes abroad to follow Him who had not where to
lay His head, should follow so far behind as to live in a
house which, in comparison with those of the surrounding
Indians, is a palace.
The missionary who renounces all creature comforts and
lives on curry and rice exclusively, in a poky little house
with no ventilation, wearing as his garments those of the
natives around him, although conforming thereby more
closely to the Franciscan type, often lasts only a short
time before sunstroke or indigestion or some tropical

